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Dedicated to the Mind, the most interesting and precious biological manifestations of our atoms


 


 


“UÌGO, this is the third time that you’ve resat the examination.  You can’t seriously think of becoming a reporter-explorer if you can’t get that damn pilot’s licence.  You are too emotional and you know perfectly well that the small survey shuttles, for all that they are automatic, can’t be entrusted to anyone who doesn’t know how to manoeuvre in an emergency.  That’s why they are entrusted to the Inanimates.”


“If you really want to know, it doesn’t interest me anymore to get that licence.  To fly with the body no matter if real or fake is old stuff now.  I’ve heard that at Sabao they’ve just created the first valid model of mental teleportation.  It’s been years that our scientists have been trying to do that.  It looks like they succeeded, it’s called HASAMAT.  They’re looking for volunteers to test the new invention.”


“But they are dealing with virtugames, are they not?”


“That’s true, but doctor MALÂSI has told me that this time it’s not about a game at all.  It’s big stuff.  Apparently they managed to identify and isolate mental perceptions, as they have done with thought and memory.”


“Mental perceptions... you mean the consciousness huh?  And you believe it, right?”


“I’ve been doing some research in the System, and it seems that the Great Council of Sciences and Technology too has contributed to the project... even if not officially of course, since Sabao is a private company.”


“But can’t you see that this is all just nonsense?  You know as well as I do that memory and thoughts are microscopic phenomena of our mind whereas the ability of conscious perception is... is a kind of quality of our cerebral matter, that’s it!  It seems that it gives origin to the phenomenon of reality, but it is not clear at all.  There are some, in fact, who think quite the opposite.  But whatever it might be this famous consciousness, it’s certainly indispensable to the mental process.  At least there is no doubt about that.  UÌGO, listen to your sister... memory, thought and mental perceptions are three interconnected components of the brain, they cannot operate independently.  To be exact they always work, like the quantic brains of the Inanimates, but...”


“Oh please there is no comparison!  The Inanimates, are only super auto-evolutive calculators with an ersatz consciousness, their perception ability does not count.”


“Listen, to say it exactly like your dear doctor MALÂSI, ‘the brain is a personalised product that works only if it remains in the system from which it comes, synthetic or not.”


“OK, but individual consciousness seems to be the cornerstone and anyway there are others who say it differently.  Be that as it may, I want to know more about it.  Can you imagine PÎ?  If really the psycho transporter machines took off, then each one of us would become the pilot of himself and so “bye-bye” to all these permissions, licences, survey spacecraft, rocket fuel and all the rest.”


“Oh my poor, dear dreamer.  First they squeeze your brain to test their inventions and then they squeeze your pockets to make you use them.  Sabao makes virtugames and that’s all, just get that into your head.  They only have one interest: get access to your wallet and that’s it.  And you will see, like it or not, when it will be the moment for them to change the game.”


 


I remember I was thinking over and over again of my darling little sister PÎ and of exactly that talk, which even then seemed so far away to me and surely part of another life, while I was getting ready to leave with the HASAMAT to meet the minds of the inhabitants of Gameogo.


I would have to reach the planet, synchronise myself with the alien brains and capture as much information as possible about the Gameogans and their world.  So it was established in my new contract, the first one as Intergalactic Reporter-Explorer.  I had a return ticket, and in my suitcase there were only my mind, with all its thoughts and memories, and my consciousness.  I would return with a much heavier suitcase.


Oh it had to be beautiful to become a pure perception.  Impossible to remember it, however.  Just think about it, a sensation of freedom never tried or imagined.  Without all that baggage of notions and information that, like it or not, we have inside our head, without that myriad of questions and answers that the thoughts suggest continuously.  All those natural or forced associations, memories, sensations, fears... I really wish to remember the first time that the HASAMAT freed my personal capacity of perception from my brain.  Imagine it. Suddenly finding yourself in a world without memory and without time, yet somehow still conscious.  I believe it is an indescribable sensation.


You know, so many times I had dreamt of flying like the birds of our old planet, wheeling in the vortices of air, running behind flurries of wind, diving into precipices and then climbing back to the highest peaks, competing with waves... at the end feeling free!


And so it was like that I was getting lost inside my amazing delirium, I was immune to gravity and to the mass of my body, exonerated from all the conceptions I had learnt and accumulated in my memory.  Ballast, that’s was what they were, ballast that anchored me firmly to the ground.  But in our dreams we know matter does not exist and memories become confused.  This is why the idea of being free in the air was so different and almost inexplicable when I was imagining it when I was awake, perhaps really picturing myself inside one of those small survey spacecraft.  Eh, the reduction of matter!

OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
BORROWED
BRAINS

A \\\
Tales form the Mother Galaxy

MARIA PELLEGRINI
VIRREALISMO PUBLISHING





